despite their vastly different social castes. But he never liked it when Gatsby bought him lunch or paid for things, simply because he felt that the man was only doing it because he pitied him. Nonetheless, they became solid friends. But they became friends for one reason.
Because Gatsby was in love with Nick's cousin, Daisy. Originally, this fact didn't bother him. But as time went on, Nick found himself bothered more and more by the idea of Gatsby and his cousin. Firstly, it didn't make sense that the man could be so in love with a woman he hadn't spoken to in years. Secondly, he knew that Gatsby was setting himself up for heartbreak. Daisy, though deep down she was probably kind, was also selfish. She would undoubtedly run off, leaving Gatsby crushed and alone. And that was what bothered Nick.
And so, he found himself gazing at the man for the umpteenth time, pondering exactly what made him tick. He barely noticed when Jordan sat down beside him.
"You look happy." Jordan said, smirking.
Nick hadn't even realized that he was frowning intensely. He quickly righted his expression. "Sorry, I'm just distracted." "I'd say so. What's on your mind?" "I don't know. Just something about the thought of Daisy and Gatsby together bothers me." "Gatsby's naïve. Then again, So is Daisy."
Nick found himself frowning again. "How do you mean?" "Gatsby doesn't see that Daisy doesn't care about him. He also doesn't realize that this isn't love. It's just an infatuation, nothing permanent." She sighed. "And Daisy thinks she can keep using him as her little boy toy. She doesn't care that he's rich now, or that he's much better looking than her current husband. She's got a kid now. Eventually, she's going to drop Gatsby like a sack of potatoes, and won't think anything of it." Nick found that he had balled up his fists. "Why would she do that?" "She's selfish, Nick. Anyone who's detached from the situation can see that." "Does that mean I'm attached to the situation?" "You're the bridge, Nick. I may have helped in the beginning, but you're the one who really brought them together." She leaned over, her voice quieting. "If you wanted to, you could probably tear them apart." Jordan walked off, leaving Nick to fester in his newly defined feelings. He put his head in his hand, sighing. This is not how he expected the night to go. He was undoubtedly in love with Gatsby, and had no idea how to deal with it.
As Nick continued to ponder different options for the future, none other than Gatsby himself appeared in front of him.
"Are you feeling alright, old sport?" Gatsby said, pulling out a chair. "You look glum." "It's… nothing to worry you with, my friend. It probably wouldn't interest you, anyway." "I assure you, your worries are more interesting than half of the stories I've heard tonight."
He considered telling Gatsby everything, but decided against it. He still needed time to mull over his feelings, and think about what it all meant for his relationship with Gatsby. "If it's all the same to you, I'd rather not talk about it."
Gatsby looked slightly taken aback by Nick's response. "Alright. But if it's something you need help with, I'd be glad to help you out." "Thank you, Gatsby. But I think I'll be able to handle it on my own." -----He was not able to handle it on his own. As time went on, he only felt more in love with Gatsby, while Gatsby seemed to be growing further and further away from him. He soon realized that he would have to tell Gatsby how he felt, else he would be torn apart.
He realized that the perfect time would be the next time he and Gatsby were out at lunch. Of course, he planned it all out, coming up with a whole elaborate scenario in his head. Often times, these scenarios culminated in him and Gatsby passionately kissing for a good ten minutes.
When the lunch rolled around, he began to doubt how this would all work. Mainly because they weren't having lunch alone. Meyer Wolfsheim would be having lunch with them, shattering every single scenario he had planned for. Nick didn't trust Wolfsheim in the least, and would absolutely not want to confess his deepest feelings towards Gatsby with Wolfsheim in the room. He had had lunches with Wolfsheim before, and hadn't exactly come to enjoy them.
And so, Nick found himself seated across a too-small table from Meyer Wolfsheim, with Gatsby on his left. He was painfully aware of the fact that Gatsby's knee occasionally rubbed against his, each time sending sparks throughout him. It quickly became unbearable.
He stood up. "I've gotta go get some air."
Before he could move, Gatsby stopped him with a hand to his wrist. Because that didn't turn him on even more. "No, do stay, old sport. We still have yet to order."
"You know what, this kind of looks like it's going to be a business meeting, so I should probably just go." "Please, stay."
Nick was startled by how Gatsby's voice sounded almost like he was pleading. He glanced at Wolfsheim, who looked increasingly confused at the situation. "I assure you, it's no big deal. We can have lunch at another time." Wolfsheim coughed. "You know, you two seem to have something to talk about. I'll just go. Gatsby, we can have this meeting later."
Gatsby could see that this was all falling apart quickly. "Right, Meyer, we can talk later about the business in Chicago." Wolfsheim left, and Nick sat back down. He hadn't even realized that he was anxiously tapping the table until he was well into doing it.
Nick cleared his throat. "Gatsby, uh, there was something I wanted to talk to you about." "Do tell."
He took a deep breath, attempting to steady his heart rate. "Well, Gatsby, I…" Before he could get a full sentence out, a waiter had appeared, informing Gatsby that there was a phone call for him. After the call, Gatsby came back to the table but didn't sit down. "I'm sorry, old sport, but I have to go. Business emergency." Nick tried to cover up the fact that he felt like someone had stabbed him in the chest. "That's alright. We'll talk later, I suppose." "We will. Don't worry." They did talk, but it wasn't for a while. Gatsby was consumed with his work, and so Nick didn't even see him until the next time he held a party. Once again, Nick found himself alone at a table, eyes coursing through the crowd, desperate to find the man who made his heart race.
